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cap at the same moment slipped over his nose,
and his horse trotted on. In a moment after
I heard him chattering as fast as ever, making,
no doubt, rapid generalisations, and prophesying
to his guide concerning my approaching fate.

Somewhat puzzled by my position (though it
was not the first time that I had found myself
alone among people who could not speak any
language in common with me) I turned into
the town, resolved to wait quietly for some
favourable chance, and in the meantime to see
whatever was to be seen. Fortune, perceiving
that I was not going to hunt her down, was
kind enough to visit ine without a very long
delay. As I was inspecting the fortifications
of the citadel, I heard a voice behind me, and,
turning, saw a very nondescript sort of being,
who addressed me first by the title of Effiandi
and then by that of Eccellenza, and assured me
that he was the man I was looking for. He
intimated to me, moreover, that he spoke more
languages than were heard at the tower of
Babel; a fact which I did not dispute, though